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stances to say the least, even for Alaska, where the exceptional
often enough is commonplace. Late one night a stranger, evidently
quite drunk, called me out to see a sick man on a small fishing
boat, then tied up at the wharf. A dim light was shining through
the open hatch as I climbed aboard, made by way down the
steps into the fo'c'sle, where I found three men lying on their
bunks, another slumped on a box beside the stove. One man
raised his head, eyed me a moment, muttered thickly:
"That feller there, Ole, I tink he sick. I tink he got shot."
"The devil! How did that happen?"
No one answered me; no one, including the patient, was able,
or perhaps willing, to give me any information. No one made
the least effort to assist in an examination; I managed to pull up
the man's shirt and found a bullet wound in his abdomen, about
an inch below and to one side of the navel. Small gas bubbles
were expelled with each expiration, indicating an intestine was
punctured, and a thin trickle of dark blood had formed a clot
in his groin. I could find no wound of exit, therefore concluded
the bullet was still inside the body. His heart was weak and rapid,
but regular; while I was examining it, he slid from the box to
the floor.
Clearly, there was nothing to do for him in that crowded
place. It was a case for the authorities; he must be taken ashore,
the men held for an investigation. It was then about two o'clock.
I hurried uptown, awakened the marshal, who expended more
time and effort damning all drunken fishermen, severally and
individually, than he did in dressing. When we finally reached
the wharf the boat had gone.
The marshal made a few inquiries, but learned nothing more
than that a boat had just pulled out; no one seemed to know its
name. Grumbling, and expressing some doubt as to my sanity,
if not my sobriety, he went back to bed.
Next morning when he found blood on the wharf he admitted
I might have been both sane and sober after all. Several days
later he learned the boat was a halibut fisherman, the Goja, which
someone recalled having seen at the wharf that night. The matter
remained one of those mysteries left for busy doctors to ponder
until, many months later, a big Swede came into the office, asked
if I knew him. I did not. Did I, then, remember the man on a
boat with a bullet hole in his belly? I certainly did. He was that
man, and to prove it pulled up his shirt to'show me the scar.